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" It's his child/' she told herself viciously.  " It's
his child, and he hopes to bamboozle us all that

wav/'

She got the spare wing ready! Forget-me-not
blue chintzes, coral pink carpet, and the view over
the lake so lovely in spring when the laburnums
and lilacs were out; now the roses decked the
pergola which went down to the lake. To Miss
Neale the roses were significant.

She said little to the servants, but it was enough
to let them know that she disapproved. She went
to the doorway and stood there in readiness to
meet the car, and she saw it turn in at the lodge
gates. She'll be pretty, she thought, over-con-
scious that this was an attribute to which she
had never had any claim; she'll be lovely!

The moment the car drew up alongside the door
she saw that Doreen was even lovelier than she
had expected. She had hoped for that first loveli-
ness which comes to the very young girl, but
which is fleeting and passes. It is the beauty of
dawn, which is overrun by the morning.

" Welcome/* she said primly.

Doreen looked at Miss Neale, who seemed to
be very old to her. Wizened. Plain. An in-
significant little woman in unbecoming clothes.
But she could not mistake the hostility in the
eyes and the slight twitching of the mouth.

"How do you do?" said Doreen.

Miss Neale led the way up the winding stairs
to the landing above. She opened the door of
tfae spare wing. "These are your rooms/* she
said, but there was nothing unbending about her
tone, nothing that was not hostile and severe.